3H         THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

of the village. Another man came out and Naif held
out his hand negligently for the man to kiss, which
he did.

About 7 miles from Naif s castle we got to Jarbuiyah,
a little wayside railway station, and found an Indian
Babu station-master-porter-signalman and watchman all
in one. He sent off the wire to Baghdad. This was
about 3.30 p.m. He spoke English fairly well. Some
of these Indian station-masters behaved very gallantly
in the Rebellion and more than one was killed after
refusing to leave his post. We got the Babu to tell
Naif, who had firmly made up his mind we were going
to spend_4he night with him, that the Big" Sahib in
Baghdad woulcPbe^gry if we stayed not by the aero-
plane (Tiara). He said, "But my sentries, are they not
good enough?" We replied, "It is the law, and that
we may not break." Theih Naif looked like thunder;
and when we imprudently suggested sending for Arab
police from Hillah you should have seen the look of
scorn which he gave us. As if his, the great baron's,
own armed bodyguard were to be compared with mere
Government police! So we did not pursue that any
further.

At last he was persuaded that the Sahibs must sleep
beside the aeroplane, and we asked to go to it. He
took us back to the castle instead and I wondered vaguely
if we were prisoners 1 It was no good escaping, because
I was sure we could not find the aeroplane again. Then
more tea was served, and Naif s son asked us if we
should like a "little home." This turned out to be a
tent. We said, "Of course." Would we like beds?
No, we had beds. Still no sign of letting us go. We
urged that the sun was getting low and we must reach